84	meister's appbenticeship.
So soon as all was still again, Wilhelm commenced a search
for Mignon, whom, however, he could nowhere find. Some said
they had seen her on the street, others on the roofs of the adjoin-
ing houses; but, after seeking unsuccessfully in all quarters, he
was forced to content himself, and wait to see if she would not
again turn up of herself.
In the mean time, Narciss had come into the house, and Wil-
helm set to question him about the birth-place and history of the
child. Monsieur Narciss knew nothing about these things; for
he had not long been in the company: but in return he repited,
with much volubility and levity, various particulars of his own
fortune. Upon Wilhelm's wishing him joy of the great approba-
tion he had gained, Narciss expressed himself as if exceedingly
indifferent on that point. "People laugh at us," he said, "and
admire our feats of skill; but their admiration does nothing for
us. The master has to pay us, and may raise the funds where
he pleases." He then took bis leave, and was setting off in great
haste.
At the question, Whither he was bent so fast? the dog gave a
smile, and admitted that his figure and talents had acquired for
him a more solid species of favour than the huzzaing of the multi-
tude. He had been invited by some young ladies, who desired
much to become acquainted with him, and he was afraid it would
be midnight before he could get all his visits over. He proceeded
with the greatest candour to detail his adventures; he would have
given the names of his patronesses, their streets and houses, had
not Wilhelm waved such indiscretion, and politely dismissed him.
Laertes had meanwhile been entertaining Landrinette: he
declared that she was fully worthy to be and to remain a woman.
Our Mend next proceeded to his bargain with the showman
for Mignon. Thirty crowns was the price set upon her; and for
this sum the black-bearded hot Italian entirely surrendered all
his claims: but of her history, or parentage, he would discover
nothing; only that she had fallen into his hands at the death of
his brother, who, by reason of his admirable skill, had usually
been named the Great Devil.
Next morning was chiefly spent in searching for the child. It
was in vain that they rummaged every hole and corner of the
house and neighbourhood: the child had vanished, and Wilhelm
was afraid she might have leapt into some pool of water, or de«
stroyed herself in some other way.

